Depression Session: a poem by Patrick Bruskiewich 


Ol’ sis is really sick 
Pneumonia ... she can’t lie 
The cars done broke again 
And so once more am I 


My best friend’s job’s lost 
She’s come to her wits end 
She can stand her boss 

He drives her around the bend 


Another one, well ... her beau 
are now gone split apart. 
She’s no where else to go 
with her sad, broken heart 


People call me all the time 
They call me day and night 

To recount to me their crimes, 
and relate to me their plight. 


Please world, leave me be. 

I have worries of my own 

Or can’t you really see 

... don’t call me on the phone 


But noooo, again it riiiinnngggs 
There’s something that we sell 
As if silence were a sin! 

On man... can’t you go to hell. 


If again the phone it harks 
I don’t want to pick it up 
For heavy is my heart 

I’ve really had enough 


